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THE LORD OF THE HARVEST

SCENE:—The scene is laid in the ground floor in-
terior of a mill, a low wide chamber, divided by
wooden beams and partitions. To the fore is
the living room, to the rear the mill with its
machinery and flour-bins. The whole of one
side is occupied by sacks of corn piled up in
rows one above the other, marked with the
owner’s stamp. Against a partition to the right
stands a low wooden bed, hollowed with use
and covered by an old patch-work quilt; to the
left is a small tressle-table. On the end of
the bed sits DoLE, holding her little daughter
Sup in her arms; the child lies still and rigid,
her face turned from the audience, holding
her mother’s neck in an upward, strained posi-
tion. To the left sits DRUDGE, leaning forward
on a low stool in an attitude of deep dejection.
At his feet lies an old wooden toy, a broken
horse on wheels. The boy Bit moves listlessly
about the room trying to make play. He stops
discouraged, advances timidly, and looking from
one to the other waits to atiract the attention
of his parents. Failing to do so, he lifts his
voice and utters a queer little cry of plaintive
loneliness. It rises to a note of fretful im-
patience touched by fear. His mother, her eyes
fixed in stony grief, seems not to hear him.

Bir. Ooh!—Ooch !—Ooh!
DruDGE. Just you stop it, 'Ush your noise!
Brr. Daddy!

3
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4 THE LORD: OF FHE HARVEST.

Drubpce. Don’t come o’ me. There, take your
toys and play with ’em.

Brr. I can't play all alone. I can’t play all alone!

Drupce. What, have yer grown tired of ’em,
then? ‘

Brr. Can't sister play with me?

DoLE. Sister be gone to sleep, you let ’er be,

Bit. No, for ’er eyes be open. Oh, look there,
mother, look at ’er face.

Drupce. Here! You come ’ere! Sit down yer-
self, and don’t you never stir, not till I tell yer.

(Bt sits down cowed. A pause. He looks about
for something to interest him.)

Bir. Daddy, why ain’t the wheels at work to-
day?

}]’)RU’DGE. There’s naught for ’em to grind—you
can’t make hay when there’s no grass, and when
there ain’t no grain you can’t make flour. (Bir gets
up and moves toward the stack of corn sacks)
Here! You sit down again.

Brr. Ain’t there no corn? Ain’t there no corn,
dad, then?

DrupGge. Corn? Aye, there’s corn enough. But
the rich men have got it all. They want the price
to rise before they sell it. There, before your eyes,
that’s corn! There’s food there, waiting to be
ground, weeks it have waited there, and all around.
There be mouths starving for it—starving fine.

Bir. Why can’t you grind it, dad?

Drupce. ’Cos it ain’t mine. ‘Cos it belongs to
one as bought it cheap so as to sell it dear. I'm ’ere
to keep it for ’im—keep it till it rots. Grinder, our
master, ’olds it. ’E’s got lots more on it, too,~—aye,
more, more, I'll be bound, than ’e can count—mills
stacked to roof to ground, storing it up, till selling
suits ’is plan! (7o his wife) See ’ow he trusts me
for an honest man,—one as won’t rob ’im! Yet
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don’t ’e rob me? Where be my job? With ’im wait-
in’ to see ’is price—'is price! Aye, look at ’em, lick
yer lips, and feast yer eyes! They ain’t fer the likes
o’ you,—not thought yer dies! They’re for the
market,—waitin’ for it to rise. While flesh and blood
go down.

DorLe. God ’elp us all! The dear God ’elp us all!

DrupGe. That’s what they call “ A corner o’
wheat!’ And what do they call we? A dung-’eap—
just a dung-’eap.

Dore. ’Ush, don’t be so wild o’ tongue! It don’t
do any good. Cursing your master, that won’t bring
us food.

Drupce. Would y’ ’ave me beg for it? You be
so mild you drive me mad.

DoLe. There, there! Don’t scare the child!
Can’t you be quiet and wait? We can but wait,
’e’ll get ’is price some day.

DrupGe. Ah! sure as fate! ’E’ll get ’is price—
some day. Aye! We be mud under ’is feet, but
’is price, it be blood! Some day ’¢’ll get it, and we’ll
all be dead, paying ’is price—’is price—the price o’
bread.

Bit. (Scared) Mother, may I go out?

Dore. Yes, don’t you run too far, Come ’ere,
and let me look at yer, my son. (She looks at his
thin face pensively) Ah, you'll do for a while. Be
off, and play. i

Bit. (Stops in the door and turns back) Mother,
I want my dinner. Mother, say, ain’t there no dinner
for us?

Dore. Don't talk that way. You ain’t ’ad break-
fast yet! You run and play. (7o her husband)
’Ere, go and fetch the milk, we’ll give ’em that.

DrupGe. What’s the use on it? Oh, we’ll get
’em fat on starving goat’s milk, won’t us? (He goes
and fetches milk from cupboard) There it be—as
thin as water, anyone can see there ain’t no goodness
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in it. That’s all she gives this morning—less than
a pint. How’s they to live on that?

DoLe. (With quiet intention) There, set it
down.

DrupGe. Yer be so tame.

Bir. Mother, I’'m hungry.

Dore. (Rises with a sort of inspiration and carry-
ing Sup in her arms) Come! We’ll ’ave a game.
Let’s play a game. Come along, Bit and Sup, come
on, come on. There, pull the table up, and put the
chairs round. (She directs the laying of the table.
DrUDGE lends a reluctant hand, BIT enters into the
game with a pathetic, trustful wonder. Sur lies in
her mother’s arms without motion) Ah, that’s right.
Now, wait, what’s to do next? Run on and set a
plate for each, aye, and a knife! And put the jug
there in the middle. Now, you bring your mug.
Sup shall have mine. That’s right. Now, dad, you
take the end. Here’s bread and butter, and that’s
a cake—and there be apples, and eggs be in the pan
a-frying. Now, sit down. (Brr sits down. To
Drubpge) Sit ye down, man. (DRUDGE sits down
unwillingly. To Bir) And say your grace—* For
what we’re to receive Lord make us thankful.
Amen.” (DRUDGE turns away, refusing to join in.
BriT begins to play up, seized by the spirit of the
game) Now, you leave poking your fingers in that
cake!! You start on bread and butter like a good
boy. (To Sup, tenderly) What'll you’ave? Here,
darling, turn ye round. And look about yer. Oh,
yes, I'll be bound as you’ll want something, once you
have begun. (She turns the child upon her knee
and presents to the audience a face of utter starva-
tion) Ah, she be waiting till the eggs be done. (To
Drupce) ’Ere, pour the milk out. (DRUDGE pours
out milk) Child, don't eat so quick. (To Bir)
You'll choke yourself, then we shall ’ave yer sick.

Brr. But, Mummy, I’m hungry, and the bread be
new.
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Dore. Yes, yes, but you must drink a little, too.
-Brr. No, Mummy, I don’t want no milk—that’s
real. Daddy milked that this morning. (A shadow
falls over the feast, the make-believe loses its at-
traction. BIT tries still to keep it up) Please, may
I have some cake?

DoLe. (To Drupck, dispiritedly) Cut 'im some
cake. (DRrUDGE reluctantly makes believe to help
BIT to cake, then lays down the knife. DoLE looks
at him reproachfully) Why ain’t yer gav’ yerself a
bit?

Drubce. Ah, I can’t play your game. I ’aven’t
the heart for it.

(Br1T lays his head down on the table and begins to
cry softly.)

DorLe. (To Drupge) Oh, fie on yer! Shame!
Look what ye’ve done now.

Bit. Mother, I can’t abide this cake. It makes
my mouth like fire inside. Mother, mother—(He
sobs bitterly)

Dore. There, there! Take 'im away. Let ’im
get down. 'Ush! 'Ush! (Brr goes and lies on the
bed, burying his face in the quilt. DOLE turns to
Sur) What did yer say? What did yer say?
(Sup’s lips move but make no sound) There, ’ave
some milk. (She holds up the mug to Sup’s lips.
The child slowly drains the milk, and when the mug
is set down continites to move her lips as though
still drinking)

Drupce. Did ’er speak then?

Dore. No fear! Speak! Don’t you think it!
We shan’t never ’ear ’er speak again.

(SuP’s face becomes set, a slight convulsion seizes
her body.)

Drupce. Lay ’er down, lay ’er down.
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DoLe. I’ve tried ’er lyin’ down. ’Er can’t rest so.
’Er cried out “ Mother, don’t yer let me go.” That
was the last time. Ah, you let ’er be—she’s best left
where she is—leave ’er to me. (The death-struggle
begins. Sup gasps for breath) Put back the table.
Ah! Pull out the bed. ’Elp me.

(The table is put back, the bed drawn forward, Sup
is laid on it. DOLE starts chafing her feet. A
knocking is heard.)

Drupnce. It ain’t no use, ’er’s dead—'er’s dead!

(Knocking is heard. They lay out the body on the
bed. The knocking goes on. Enter Dorry
Dart.)

DAFT. Anyone here? What, be ye all so deaf?
You sounded dead!

Drupce. Oh, there be some still left. (Dotty
DAFT comes forward. He seems strangely excited.
DrubGE looks at him) What, have ye news for us?
What’s brought ’e down?

Darr. Warm news, my lad, warm news. They’ve
fired the town, aye, it be burning. Rafter and roof
and spire, The walls and windows be cracked
with fire. And all the barrels of oil and beer and
wine be running down the streets, and folk like
swine, snout to the trough, be drinking ’emselves
dead—Dead-drunk on empty stomachs. And yet—
no bread. None! They’ can’t find it. No, not
though they’ sacked warehouse on warehouse as they
thought was packed. They be all empty.

DruUDGE. Aye, the corn be here—here in the mills.
They brought it out for fear, by stealth, lest folk
should find it.

DarFr. Out here? Oh! You've got the corn
here, have you? Don’t you know they’ll kill you for
it? Out, man, put it out. Out from your doors.
There’s danger all about for any that hides corn.
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Aye! where there’s bread there’s death—you’ll
have the roof down on your head, you and your all.

Drupce. Ah, what of Grinder, then? ’Ave ’e
paid ’is price?

DAFT. A mob of howling men be hunting him;
and if they don't find him, it’s you they’ll go for—
tear you limb from limb, you and your children—
strip you to the shirt,

Drupge. Ab, let 'em come. Here’s one as they
can’t hurt. We shall be like ’er soon. It ain’t no
odds what 'appens then. The Devil's hand and
God’s be all alike. They’ve took us, both in turn,
and broke us.

(Dorry DAFr, looking at the corn sacks, is seized
gy sudden panic. He retreats hastily to the
00r.) .

Darr. Ah! I'll not stop here! They’ll burn—
they'll burn you for it. (He runs out.” DRUDGE
stands looking at the corn sacks. He goes nearer,
and looks at them across the table, on which still lie
the empty platters and a knife) :

DruUDGE. So that’s why you’ve come here?
You've come to kill us, ave yer? Oh, no fear,
you've found yer way to it. Aye, week after week,
there you’ve rounding on us, fat and sleek,
while we was starving. And when we be dead Grinder
'ull come and claim yer; and when you’ve fed ’im
at ’is price, he'll let yer go—for bread. People "ull
eat yer, rip yer up alive. (His hand falls on knife)
And put yer in their bellies, for ’im to drive fresh
bargains on.- D’you think I'll let yer go, now as I've
Fot yer? (He takes up knife from table) Ah, I'll
et yer know who’s master when you takes yer
price in blood. (He rushes at the sacks and starts
ripping them open) Here! Die! Die! Die! Go
down into the mud ye come from! Breed your
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maggots, hatch your lice! (The corm pours oxt ontor
the ground) You be all Grinders—Grinder's got
’is price, 'is price,.’is price !

(Al this time DoLE has sat ummoved by the body of
the dead child. Exter GRINDER, aut of breath
and exhausted.) -

GrinpER. Help! Help! Ab, save me! Hide
- me! Quick! They’'re coming;.they’re coming, com-
ing to kill me—speak, save me! (Drupce stands
rigid, not heeding him, the knife still ts his handy.
Suddenly GRINDER sees the dead child) What's
that? :

Drovce. It be our child—she's dead. Yoau killed
her,

GriNDER. (Terrified) No! No! .

Drupce. THhat's. the price o’ bread. Your price.

GrINDER. No; noy ah, spare me.. Lf your willl.
shall have all this corn, yes, and the mill, the milb!
(Outside, a distant murmur of voices is: heard ap~
proaching. GRINDER whirls: rgund, looking for &
hiding-place. DRUDGE points: with his knife) Get
under the corn!

Grryper. Al ng, not there, not there! It’s: comm
they’re coming for. They'lk strip: you bare, baref
That won’t save me,

Druoce. Oh, so that was why yow give it nve?’

Grixper. No, no, God help mef I—

(The sound witfiout grews louder. Brr adeonces
to the door end lisfews. D®LE risey with @
strange look of eraltatiom apon: her face; she
towches her husband's arm, points t¢ GRINDER,
then to the dead child, DRrunce wwderstunds,
and bows his head.) .

Drupce. You lift her up. (DoLE raises the body

ara
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from the bed) There, now you. get in there.
¢To GrnpER). We'll cover you.
GriNnDER, How? How? With what?
Drupce. With her. It's yer last chance. Lie
down, lie you down both.

(GrINDER sheinks: fearfully to the bed.)
GrINDER. Ah, don’t betray me. Swear! Give

me your aath.

Drupge. Tl take no.cath—not. L. You’ve got ta
trust them as you robbed: them as was dirt and
dust under your feet—as you. kicked to: the ditch,
and left to rot, while you was getting rich. (GRINDER
starts. up suspiciously, believing that DRUDGE means
to murder him. The sound without grows louder)
Lie down, you dog! Don’t you stir for your life!
It you make sign or seund, you'll get this knife stuck
in yer guts, '

RINDER, Oh, God! Oh, God!

Druvnge. Lie still! (He lies dows, they cover
kim. with the body of the dead ¢hild. The door is
thxows. violantly apen. Enter Hue and Cry, fol-
lawed. pwesently by STRIEE and: ather rioters)

Huz. Ho, there!

€ze. Ho, there!

Devnce. Came in. What be your will?

Stmxe. Has any man passed here?

Daunce. No ene’s gone by.

STrIKB. One running for his life? Seen him?

Drupnce. Not I! Life don’t concern us here.
?n;e.mthisbed,seeforyourseli,aﬁtﬂechﬂd lies

ea .

Staaxe. How did she die?

Drunce. Starved. Ain’t ’er face a sign?
StrIEE. But you've got corn here. 4
Dzuvnce. Yes, but it’s not mine. N
Serixe. You stared it.

Dauncs. Yes. .
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STRIKE. You fed on it.

Drubpce. What—we? Do us look fed? Han't
yer got eyes to see?

STrIKE. Who owns the mill?

DrupGe. Grinder!

Hue. Why, that’s the man we’re after.

Drupge. Oh, well, find him if you can. D’you
mean to kill him?

STrRIKE. Yes!

Drupce. That’s well, that’s well! For while he
lives his soul must be in hell. He’s got his price.

(DoLE, with the inspired face of ome prophesying;
rises above the body of the dead child. As she
speaks, all gaze at in awe and amagement.)

Dore. Hush! Hush! I hear a sound. There’s
new corn coming—coming through the ground, com-
ing all round the world. There’s great strong men
reaping it home. Harvest be come again! Waggons
and ships be loading, and the breeze be blowing it
from the West across the seas. Can’t ye hear?
Can’t ye see? It be all gold. And all the earth be
full as it can hold of the Lord’s goodness. For His
mercy-seat be in men’s hearts, and in the hands
and feet of them that labor, and the Lord have broke
the power of them as laid on us the yoke of our
affliction—them as bought and sold the children’s
bread, and took the price in gold for flesh and blood.
Better for them would be a millstone round the neck,
and the deep sea to cover ’em.

STRIKE. Sure, she is off her head! Come, let us
go. (Exit STRIKE, HUE, CrY and the rioters)

Dore. That’s why my child be dead! It be all
come from ’ere, she’s bought the corn, she’s paid the
price, that’s why my child was born.

DrupGe. They’ve gone—they’ve gone! D’ye hear?
(He approaches the bed) Man, look alive! Get
up—don’t lie so still! What, does fear drive blood
from the heart like this? (He lays his hand on
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GRINDER under the coverlet. His tone changes sud-
denly) Lift her away! (DoLE draws the dead child
to one side, disclosing the body of GRINDER) No
use, 'e’s got ’is price, ’e’s had to pay. Wife, he be
dead. (He takes hold of the body to lift it)
DoLE—
There! leave ’em side by side,
Her body would have saved him, but he died
Of his black guilty ’eart. He took the wheat
And kept it; and he killed my child, my sweet.
Nor never said a word, nor made complaint,
Not to the end. Ah! Sure, she was a saint!
For as ’er died, low in ’er ’eart I ’eard
The whispering of the corn, and the true word
Come, and it told me God was everywhere,
In everything, in land, and sea, and air,
Lord of the Harvest—and He heard ’er prayer——
He heard ’er prayer!

CURTAIN.
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INDIAN SUMMER, a comedy in one act by MEILHAC and
HALEvVY. Thislittle play, by two of the most famous writers of
comedy of the last century, has been played at the Comédie Fran-
caise at Paris for upwards of forty years, and remains one of the
brightest and most popular works of the period. I’RicE 25 CENTS,

ROSALIE, by Max MAUrkY. A *“Grand Guignol” comedy in
one act, fullof verve and clever dialogue. Rosalle, the stubborn maid,
leads her none too amiable master and mistress into uncomfortable
complications by refusing to open the front door to a supposed guest
of wealth and influence. PRrIOE 25 CENTS.

MODESTY, by PAUL HERVIRU. A delighttul trifle by one of the .

most celebrated of living dramatists. Prioe 25 CENTS.

THE ART OF BEING BORED, (L¢ Monde ois U'on 8 Ennuie), a
comedy in three acts by EDOUARD PAILLERON. Probably the best-
known and most frequently acted comedy of manners in the realm
of nineteenth century French drama. It is replete with wit and
comic situations. For nearly forty years it has held the stage,
while countless imitators have endeavored to reproduce its fresh-
ness and charm. PRiOm 25 CENTS.

A MARRIAGE PROPOSAL, by ANTON TOHEEKHOFF, a comedy
in one act, by one of the greatest of modern Russian writers. This
little farce is very popular in Russia, and satirizes the peasants of
that country in an amusing manner. PRICE 25 OENTS.

THE GREEN COAT, by ALFRED DE MUSSET and EMILE AUGIER.
A slight and comic character sketch of the life of Bohemian artists
in Paris, written by one of France’s greatest poets and one of her
best-known dramatists. PRIOE 25 OBNTS.

THE WAGER, by Giuserpr Gi1ac08A. This one act poetic
comedy, written by the most celebrated dramatist of modern Italy,
was the author’s first work. It treatsof a wager made by a proud

' young page, who risks his life on the outcome of & game of cheas.
PRION 25 ORNTS.




THE LITTLE SHEPHERDESS, a poetic comedy in one act,
by ANDRE RIVOIRE. A charming pastoral sketch by a well-known
French poet and dramatist. Played with success at the Comédie
Francaise. Priom 25 OnnTS,

PHORMIO, a Latin comedy by TerEnoB. An up-to-date version
of the famous comedy. One of the masterpieces of Latin drama;
the story of a father who returns to find that his son has married
aslave girl. Phormio, the parasite-villaln who causes the numerous
comic complications, succeeds in unraveling the dificulties, and
all ends happily. PRIOR 36 CmNTS.

THE TWINS, a Latin farce by PLAUIUS, upon which Shake.
speare founded his Oomedy of Errors. PRriom 25 CmwTs.

THE BOOR, by ANTON TORRKOFY. A well-known farce by the
celebrated Russian master; it is concerned with Russian peasants,
and portrays with masterly skill the comic side of country life.
PRIOR 25 CENTS.

THE BLACK PEARL, by VIOTORIEN SARDOU. One of Sardou's
most famous comedies of intrigue. A house has, it is thought,
been robbed. But through skilful investigation it is found that the
havoc wrought has been done by lightning. PRiOm 35 OENTS.

CHARMING LEANDRE, by TEEODORE DB BaAxviLrs. The
author of *° Gringoire " is here seen in a poetic vein, yet the Frenche
man’s innate sense of humor recalls, in this satirical little play, the
genius of Moliere, PRIOR 25 CrNTS.

THE POST-SCRIPTUM, by Exyiz Avams. Of this one-act
comedy Prolessor Brander Matthews writes: * . . .+ one
of the brightest and most brilliant little one-act comedies in any
language, and t0 be warmly recommended to American readers.”
PRIOR 25 OmNT8,

THE HOUSE OF FOURCHAMBAULT, by ExiLe AvGran.
One of the greatest of recent French family dramas. Although the
play is serious in tone, it contains touches which enmtitle it to &
position among the best comedics of msnners of the times. PrICE
$0 Onxrs.




THE BENEFICENT BEAR, a comedy in three acts, by GoLDONI. One
of the best-known comedies of the Father of Italian Comedy. A costume
piece laid in 18th century France, the principal character in which is &
good-hearted, though gruff, old uncle. 4men, 3 women. PRICE 25 CRNTS.

GRAMMAR (La Grammaire), a farce in one actby LABICHE. An amus-
ing and charming comedy by one of the g of 19th ry French
dramatists. 4 men, 1 woman. PRICE 25 CENTS,

THE TWO COWARDS (Les Deux Timides), a comedy in one act by
LABICEE. A very ing and h little dy, in which a strong-
willed girl helpe her father choose for her the man she wishes to marry.
2women, 8 men. PRICE 25 CENTS,

MASTER PATELIN, SOLICITOR, a comedy in three acts. Special
version by BRUEYS, One of the most famous of eerly French farces.
The setting and character belong to the late Middle Ages. The play is
econcerned with the crooked dealings of a cleverlawyer. 7men, 2 women,
Price 25 CENTS,

CRISPIN, HIS MASTER’S RIVAL, acomedy in one act by Lx S8aGE,
A famous comedy by the author of “Gil Blas,” concerned with the
pranks of two clever valets, 18th century costumes and settings. 4men,
8 women. PRICE 25 CENTS,

THE LEGACY, acomedy in one act by MARIVAUX. A delicate high
comedy of intrigue, Marivaux one of the masters of old French comedy,
and this play is full of deft touches of char izati 2 women, 4
men. PricE 25 CENTS,

AFTER THE HONEYMOON, a farce in one act by WOLFGANG GYA-
LUL. A Hungarian farce full of brilliant dialog and movement. 1 man,
1 woman, PricE 25 CENTS,

A CHRISTMAS TALE, a poetic play by MAURICE BOUCHOR, A beau-
tiful little miracle play of love and devotion, laid in 16th century Paris.
2 men, 2 women, PRICE 25 CENTS,

CRAINQUEBILLE, a play in three scenes by ANATOLB FRANCE. A
delightful series of pictures of Parisian street life, by the author of * The
Man Who Married a Dumb Wife.” 12 men, 6 women, PRICE 26 CENTS.

JEAN-MARIE a poetic play in one act by ANDRE THEURIET, A path-
etic play of Norman peasant life. 2 men, 1 woman, PRICE 25 CENTS,

THE REBOUND, a comedy in one act by L. B. PICARD. A clever
comedy of intrigue, and a satire of social position. 2 women, 6§ men.
Price 26 CENTS.




PANURGE’S SHEEP, a comedy in cne Act by MEILHAC and HALEVY
A famous and often-acted little play based upon the obstinacy of a charm-
ing woman, who is finglly induced to marry. 1 man, 2 women. Price
25 CENTS.

THE LAW-SUIT (Der Prozess), a comedy in one act by RODERICH
BENEDIX. A famous comedy by the well-known German-dramatist—
author of * The Obstinate Family,” and * The Third Man.” The play is
full of amusing situations ai.d bright lines. 5men. PRICE 25 CENTS.

THE THIRD MAN (Der Dritte), a comedy in one act by RODERICH
BENEDIX. A highly amusirg little comeédy based upon the obstinacy of
human beings, and proves the truth of the saying that *“love finds a
way.”” 8 women,1man, PRICE 26 CENTS,

THE GENTLEMAN TRADESMAN (Le Bourgeois Gentile-homme), a
comedy in four acts by MOLIERE. One of the best-known comedies of
the celebrated master of comedy. *‘The Gentleman Tradesman * ridicules
the affectations of M. Jourdain, arich parvenu. 9 men, 56 women. PRICE
50 CENTS.

THE SICILIAN (Le Sicilien), a farce in two scenes by MOLIERE. One
of the lighter comedies of intrigue. Thisplay is laid in Sicily, and has to
do with the cepture of a beautiful Greek slave frem her selfish and
tyrannical master. 4 men, 8 women. PRICE 25 CENTS.

DOCTOR LOVE (L’Amour Mecdecine), a farce in three acts by MoL-
jere. An uproarious farce, setirizing the medical profession. Tkrough
it runs the story of a young girl who preterds to be ill in order tkat she
may marry the man she loves. 6§ men, 4 women. PRICE 25 CENTS.

THE AFFECTED YOUNG LADIES (Les Precieuses Ridicules), a
comedy in one act by MoLIERE. The famous satire on intellectual and
social affectation. Like most of Moliere's plays, the theme in this is ever
modern. 8 women, 6 men. PRICE 25 CENTS.

I'M GOING! A comedy in one act by TRISTAN BERNARD. A delightful
bit of comedy of obstinacy and reconciliation. 1 man, 1 woman. PRICE
25 CENTS

THE FAIRY (La Iee), a romantic comedy in one act by OcTAve FEUIL-
LET. Laid in a hut in Normandy, this little comedy is full of poetic
charm and quiet humor. The elementof the supernaturalis intreduced in
order to drive home a strong lesson, 1 woman, 8 men. PRICE 25 CeNTs.

THE VILLAGE (Le Village), a ccmedy in one act by OCTAVE FEUILLET.
The author here paints the picture of an elderly couple, and showe that
they have not realized their happiness until it is on the point of being
taken from them. 2 women, 2 men., PRICE 25 CENTS.




THE LITTLE SHEPHERDESS, a poetic comedy in one act,
by AXDER RIVOIRE. A charming pastoral sketch by a well-known
French poet and dramatist. Played with success at the Comédie
Francaise, Priom 25 ORNTS,

PHORMIO, a Latin comedy by Terexce. An up-to-date version
of the famous comedy. One of the masterpieces of Latin drama;
the siory of a father who returns to find that his son has married
aslave girl. Phormio, the parasite-villain who causes the numerous
comic complications, succeeds in unraveling the difficulties, and
all ends happily. PRIOR 35 CENTS.

THE TWINS, a Latin farce by PLoumws, upon which Shake-
speare founded his Comedy of Errors. PRriom 25 Omwrs.

THE BOOR, by ARTOX TOHEEKOFF. A well-known farce by the
celobrated Russian master; it is concerned with Russian peasants,
and portrays with masterly skill the comic side of country life.
PRrios 25 CENTS.

THE BLACK PEARL, by VIcTORIEN S8ARDOU. One of Sardou's
most famous comedies of Intrigue. A house has, it is thought,
been rot,bed. But through skilful investigation it is found that the
havoc wrought has been done by lightning. PRIOE 25 CENTs.

CHARMING LEANDRE, by THEODORE bPB BANVILLE. The
author of * Gringoire ™ is here seen in a poetic vein, yet the Frenche
man’s innate senso of humor recalls, in this satirical little play, the
genius of Moliere. PRiCm 28 CENTS.

THE POST-SCRIPTUM, by EMiLe Avemm. Of this one-act
comedy Prolessor Brander Matthews writes: * . . . one
of the brightest and most brilliant little one-act comedies in any
language, and to be warmly recommended to American readers.”
Priom 25 CENTS.

THE HOUSE OF FOURCHAMBAULT, by ExiLE AUGIAR.
One of the greatest of recent French family dramas. Aithough the
play 1s serious in tone, it contains touches which entitle it to s
position among the best comedies of manuners of the times. PRIOR
0 Caxnrs.




THE DOCTOR IN SPITE OF HIMSELF, by MOLIRRE. A
famous farce by the greatest of French dramatists. Sganarelle has
to be beaten before he will acknowledge that he is a doctor, which
he is not. He then works apparently miraculous cures. The play
is a sharp satire on the medical profession in the 17th Century.
PRIRE 25 CERTS.

BRIGNOL AND HIS DAUGHTER, by Carus. The firsd
comedy in English of the most sprightly and satirical of present-
day French dramatists. PRICE gy CENTS.

CHOOSING A CAREER, by G. A. px OArLLAvET. Written by
one of the authors of “Love Watches.” A farce of mistaken
identity, full of humorous situations and bright lines. PRriom 3k
OENTS.

FRENCH WITHOUT A MASTER, by TRISTAN BERNARD. A
clever farce by one of the most successful of French dramatists
It is concerned with the difficulties of & bogus-interpreter whe
does not know a word of French. PRiom 25 OXNTS.

v

PATER NOSTER, a poetic play in one act, by FranoOI#
CoPPEE. A pathetic incident of the time of the Paris Commune,
in 1871, PRIOE 25 CENTS.

THE ROMANCERS, a comedy in throe acts, by EDMOND Rose
TAND. New translation of this celebrated and charming little
romantic play by the famous author of *‘Cyrano ée Bergerac" and
“Chantecler.” PirioE 25 CENTS.

THE MERCHANT GENTLEMAN, (Le Bourgeois Gentil-
homme), by MOLIERE. New translation of one of Molidre's comic
masterpleces, a play which is peculiarly well adapted to amateur
production. PRrIOE 50 CENTS.
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